
a

VI

WJWWWf
By

The Frank A. Co.

"I might have waited, not you," I
explained. "I could hrivo left you an-

other night of happiness, but now

there will ho but ono man to look at
your face when you see the corpse,
and ho "will bo half asleep. You must
deceive him completely. They know
mo well at tho m&rgue, and will

I havo brought a friend with n
morbid curiosity. Should there be
other bodies we must look at them,
but no greater show of emotion, re-

member, no matter who you may rind.
Can I trust you, Miss Iteade?"

"I'll I'll try," she faltered, but 1

saw that tho cognac was beginning to
steady her nerves.

"Come," I said, taking her arm. I
handed Francis a coin which may
have Increased his suspicions, but I
did not care. I led her out of the res-

taurant and down the street to where
the city's morgue bid away behind tho
Hall of Justice. As wo turned into its
narrow alloyway the tower clock
struck twelve.

Ned Harris was on the night watch,
and, as I hoped, was but half awake.
"Slumming," I explained, and he smil-e- d

knowingly.
"Not much of a. show tonight," ho

said, as I mumbled an introduction of
Miss Reade under another name.
"Just the one you discovered your-Eclf.- "

I was glad it was to he easy, and 1

kept a reassuring hand on the girl's
arm as we followed tho deputy into
tho cold room beyond. She was trem-
bling. "A little nervous?" I asked her,
so that Han Is might hear.

"It gives 'em the creeps," he chuck-
led. "I suppose that's why they come."

He pulled the sheet down from a
form lying straight on Its marble slab.
"Enough!" I cried roughly. I had
made my first suspicions certainties
in Miss Reade's first look at the face.

She was wonderful In her courage
of the fingers on my
arm clenched convulsively, she made
no cry, and the glance I gave her face
showed me she would restrain emo-

tion that might be perceptible to the
deputy. I led her to the door, remark-
ing calmly to Harris that little of his
exhibit was plenty for most people.

"Many thanks, Ned," I cried, hurry-
ing through tho outer office as he
replaced tho covering over the dead
face. "See you again' and passed
quickly out with a cry of "Good night"
over my shoulder.

There was a cafe on Merchant
btreet at the end of the "morgue alley,
and It had a side entrance which kept
open all night. I hastened Miss Iteade
within and to one of its tiny boxes,
seating her on the leather-covere- d

bench beside the table.
"Now cry cry all you please," I

Bald softly. "You will not be disturb-
ed by any one, and I shall be close at
hand." I pulled the curtains behind
mo, said a word to the bartender; and
placed myself on guard hefoie her
door.

It was only a few minutes later
when the curtain opened and she mo-

tioned me to join, her. "Thank you,"
the said, trying bravely to smile. "I
have cried, and I am better now. That
was she."

"I knew." I sat beside her and
placed a gentle hand upon her arm,
seeking her confidence. "Does this
make a difference in what you may
tell me, Isabelle?" I asked.

She took my hand in both her own.
"Dear friend," Bhe said, and her voice
was very sad. "This makes It all tho
more impossible to say one word
to answer n single question. Oh, I
must be dumb dumb dumb! You
must not question, tor my eyes, my
manner, may reveal another secret
more secret than ever, now that it
is a tragedy. Promise that you will
not try to learn!"

I could not give that promise. "It
may be that I must know to save you,
Isabelle," I explained. "For that iea-so- n

only, I must learn what Is behind
this murder."

She shuddered. "It was murder then'
not not " Slip could not say the

word.
"She was shot by another's hand."
"That is better better for her! At

that place the morgue the man said
something about you discovering her.
I do not understand."

"I chanced to tlnd her. Do you want
to hear all that 1 know of it?"

She noddeiTT too distressed to speak,
and 1 told of the St. Dunstan mystery
even to the meddling with my revolv-
er and the strange appearance- of tho
hatpin In my effects. If I had tried 1

could not have learned anything from
her expression, for, during my story,
she never looked at mo, holding her
head lowered, her face between her
hands. Nor did sho mako a single
comment or ask a question when I
had finished.

"Imibelle," I said, after a pause
which I hoped she would break.
"Would what you know of this gho
me tho numo of the murderer?"

"No, no, not" sho answered quickly.
Then, "Please do not question me
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please!"
I held back tho query which was at

tho tip of my tongue. Sho arose un-
certainly. "If you will take mo to tho
hotel, please," sho said, then smiling
faintly. "It has been a disastrous
ending for my gratitude evening, John
Gllmorc."

There was nothing I could say to
help her sorrow. With my lips opened
questions were certain to come out,
so I pressed them tightly shut and
took her to tho St. Francis. She did
not speak a word until we wore besido
tho elevator which would take her to
her loom. "You are not angry with
me, John?" sho asked, her lips trem-
bling.

"Not in a hundred years!" I cried
emphatically. "I am mad at my own
utter unreasonableness, my awkward
inqulsltiveness. I want to hammer
questions at you when I should bo re-

assuring you. You are not going away
tomorrow, Isabelle?"

There was a sparkle in the smijc
she gavo me. "Is that reassuranco,
John?" she asked, and I let loose a
"Damn!"

"I'm going home and think this
thing out, Isabelle," I said, "and when
I get through thinking, I'll know what
I'm going to do. At nine tomorrow
morning I shall be here right there"

pointed at a chair in the rotunda
"waiting for you to como down, and
I'll bo either a decent reassurer with-
out a question in me, or I'll take you
by the shoulder and shake the truth
out of you for your own good. At
nine remember!" And I turned to
go.

"Good-by- , John," she said.
"Good night," I replied, over my

shoulder.
I felt a hand on my arm and she

was beside me. She put both her
little hands into mine. "John Gil-mor- e,

you are a good man and a strong
man," she said. "I do not want you
to shake the truth out of me. Good-b-

John." And she was gone.
I smoked two pipes before the gas

grate, one convincing myself that I
must know all Isabelle Reade knew,
one satisfying myself that I could help
her best by leaving her secret alone.
Such was the condition of my usually
logical mind that I could not reason
clearly for the mixture of extraneous
matter bearing only indirectly on the '

subject. It seemed of vital import-
ance that she had called me "John,"
and had become "Isabelle" to me in
this one evening; that she had given
me her hands and held my own; and
the fact that I was double her ago
placed a cloud on my reasoning fac-
ulties.-

I decided to set my alarm clock and
go to bed, determining the question in
tho morning when my brain was fog
cleared. I found the little demon
sleep-destioye- wound it, set the
alarm-han- d at six, placed it close to
my pillow, then went back to the gas
grate for another pipe.

This one was just rosy dreams of
the kind most men have at half my I

age, but hitherto barred out of my life
by its contingencies. It glided on
pink-hue- d clouds through its various

phases to the one where a beautiful
face hovers over a breakfast coffee
urn, and that reminded me I was hun-
gry. I squirmed in my soul at this
sordid disillusionment, but habit whs
stronger than sentiment.

It was after two, supper-tim- e for i

the morning-pape- r man, and for eigh-
teen years I had eaten then. Hnblt
pulled me from my dreams, my pipe,
and my chair. I threw an outer coat
over my smoking jacket, grabbed up a
cap, and ducked around tho trunks
and scattered paiaphernalla to tho
outer door.

As I opened it I heard the elevator
go down; just as two nights before,
It started from my floor, andthcre
was no sound of Its closing door. I
ran hastily to tho shaft, my feet mak- -

ing no sound on the thick carpets, and
looked down. It was too far below mo
to b visible, but It had not yet reach-
ed grade.

Its soft purr ceased and I waited for
the jar of the opening door. A sec
ond two three 1 was counting my '

henit-beat- s all was still! For what
seemed an interval of minutes I wait-
ed, hut the door was not opened. Tho
Si. Dunstan was wrapped in tho si-

lence of late night, the hall light dim-
med. At tho bottom of the shaft tho
automatic elevator was at rest, and its
door had not opened to allow egiess
of its occupant."

1 looked at my watch, holding it so
I might see the circling second-band- .

I pressed my head against the steel
wtckctR of the shaft, my ear eager to
catch any sound from below, and I
barely breathed while five long min-
utes were checked off. The ticking
of my watch was tho only thing my
oar caught of sound; there was no
Movement audible from below.

For another minute I waited In hes-

itation of doubt. I might return to
my mora, leaving tho St. Dunstnn
myrtcry to those whose business its

solution was, asking no questions 'of
this strango happening of tho night,
socking no explanation of tho

clovator; or I might push tho
button besido mo and bring tho ele-

vator up to mako answer.
I might run away from this onlgm'a,

crowd it outsldo my thoughts for tho
remaining hours boforo tho Wilton
sailed, and get far away from dangor,
freo from tho machinations of socrot
enemies and chanco conspirators, or
Trado in doopcr, bocomo moro seriousl-
y,, involved, and perhaps bo forcibly
detained by tho law. It was really
nono of my business, and Isabella
Roado had shown mo sho did not do-slr- o

any help.
Tho temptation was strong to walk

back to my room and get Into bed. I
could insist next morning that Isa-boll- o

start for her homo at once, see
that sho did start. Then I would get
away on the Wilton and forgot tho
wholo affair in now interests and ex-

citements. Tho alternative of bring-
ing that elevator up was a job for tho
strongest nerves.

And then I remembered tho foolish
thought of a romantic girl thai put mo
into a cast-iro- n suit with a plume in
my bonnet and a rollicking steed be-

tween my legs, and I I compromised.
I walked down-stairs- , fivo flights. I
went carefully, cautiously, perrlng
around corners before venturing, and
I realized how much of bravery may
bo represented by a revolver. For
eighteen years I had rolled on six lead-
en slugs in tho cylinder "of my forty-on- e;

that missing, I was a coward.
The strength of my arms, nature's
weapons, had no meaning, for I had
never depended on fists empty vof
steel.

Tho last flight I negotiated on tip-
toe, and so slowly that I scarcely
made progress. When I could see
around tho cornering wall Into the

"
lower hall, I stopped completely,
studying its every detail! Tho night
light burned before the elevator, tho
outer doors were closed, the largo
plate blass windows stared at empty
side-walk- dim in fog.

There were four largo chairs, set
with almost geometrical exactness in
the corridor; ono largo writing-tabl- e

near the front; two rubber plants. I
studied the shadows. A door to the
private office was open, beyond it
darkness, and I feared that darkness.

I bolstered my courage to sneak
along tho walls to the outer office door
and look within; desk, table, waste-baske- t,

chairs, and emptiness; then I
went to the elevator.

Its door was tightly closed, but the
electric globe above made a checker-
board of light and shadow within, and
T Htrl Tint noail tn nnpn If Qnnmnna
sat in the corner, as someone had sat '

with me two nights before. It was a
deepening of black shadows, vague
and formless, but theie could be no ,

mistaking it for anything but what
it was. 1 ran to the outer door, placed
two fingers against my teeih and let
out the night call for the help of the
law.

Patrolman Cobb came running, ham-
mering the stono wall with his night-
stick as he ran, sending the signal for
help to his kind, and in a moment we
were before the elevator door. Cobb
threw it back and turned on the
switch, flooding the car with light.

In the corner of the elevator, his
head back against Its steel side, was
the man I had purposely bumped
against on Union street the night be-- '

fore, the shadow of Isabelle Reade;
and he was stone dead.

CHAPTER VII.
The New Tenant.

It was two hours later" and Holme
and I sat alone in my room. Marcus
had just left, dubious, perhaps, of the
story I told, but still willing to fresh-
en his wits with my Scotch whisky.
To what lengths of suspicion his
doubts might grow, time would have
to prove.

"The trouble with us," I said to
Holme, "Is lack of individual knowl-
edge of all the threads in this case.

You hold some, so do I, and Marcus
haB more. We can't combine them
for a solution."

"I don't think it would be healthy
telling Marcus about the empty
shell?" said Holme qulzzlngly.

"No. It wouldn't do."- - I was think-
ing moro particularly of Isabelle
Reade, whose story I did not intend to
tell either Marcusor Holme. "I am
sure Marcus is not so constructed that
he could believe in our empty shell
theory. Ho Is questioning my two-o'cloc- k

appetite right now, and Gol
knows whero that is going to lead
him! I'm not a bit certain I'll sail to-

morrow morning, Holme."
"You can postpone that. What wo

must do Is unravel this mystery," I

I paced up und down the floor, dodg-
ing tiunks. It seemed that everything
and everybody was In league to keep
me tied here In San. Francisco when I
should be at my new vocation, teach-
ing steamers economy. Well, 1 would-
n't stand for It! I would place Miss
Reado aboaul her train with instruc-
tions to the conductor, and I'd sail on
the Wilton.

My mind made up, I was perfectly
willing to help Holme at his solving
game, so long as )t meant Only" the
exercise of my gray matter. 1'djjo
just that far and no farther, conjec
ture to my capacity and, stop this side
of action. Holme,, his story written
and sent to the office, was ready now
to theorize.

"It's anothor part of the same
crime," he began, "and tho man Is
probably just us much n stranger here
ns was tho girl. A quick Identification
would of couifo, sot us galloping
along tho trail of both murders, but .
wo needn't expect that. Wo have to '

start on tho surmise that both aro un-- i

known, or little known, in San Fran-
cisco."

"You are ready to admit Site mur-
ders, weie done in the building and

JtrJ?

on this floor?" I aBked'.
"I'll ndmit thoy wero done hero," ho

answorcd.
"On this floor," I nmended quickly

"What do you know about tho ten-
ants up hero?"

Holmes referred to his notes. "Thero
aro fourteen suites," ho said. VElght
throe-roo- m and six two-roo- Four of
tho throo:room suites nro vacant."

"Been through 'em?" I asked quick-
ly.

"Sure. Empty, except for air. Want
mo to read off tho tenants of the oth-
ers?"

"Yes, with all you've learned about
them. Watt till I get my pipe."

I went into tho rear room whoro I
had left it on tho Uiblo, snapping on
tho light ns I entered, then remember-
ed the light should be burning. I had
not turned it out when I left. I stop-
ped right whero I Btood, makfng cer-

tain of my memory. I had lighted up
when I set tho alarm-clock- , and tho
light was burning when I picked up
my cap, for I found It by tho light;
and I did not cross to tho be,d whero
the switch was after taking my cap.
That light should bo burning!

"What's tho matter?" asked Holme,
who could see me plainly.

"Oh, nothing!" I answered, sarcas-
tically, picking up tho pipe and a
pouch of tobacco. "Somebody's been
In hero and turned off this light, Hint's
all."

"Crispoy!" whistled Holme. "You
sure?"

"Certain; but hell's bells, Holme I

Let's not go nutty over this thing. Sit
down and read that list. Smoke
or drink, but keep away, from these
sideshows."

"Who"
"Never mind who or why! Forget

Itl Get on that list."
Holme sat down again, but ho mov-

ed his chair so that ho could seo tho
ball door in my rear room, and I left
the light still burning there; and he
kept looking up from his reading at
frequent, startled intervals.

"Suite 601," ho read, "with rooms
two and three, Alfred Lantin,- commis-
sion merchant "

"I know him. Pass him."
"Four, five and six, William Bent-le- y,

stock broker, California street, six
years in business, well known "

"Sounds all right. Next."
"Seven, eight and nine, vacant. Ten,

eleven, twelve here's ono to think
about, Gil. His name's Stanley Joe-cely- n,

and he's a society bud of sorts.
Doesn't toil nor bpln, but has it to
feed to the birds."

"I'll O. K. him. Next."
"You know him?"
"For years. Plays poker profession-

ally. O. K."
"Thirteen to fifteen, vacant. Six-

teen to eighteen, Ignatz Gregr "
"Spell it."
Holme did so. I did not try to Im-

prove his pronunciation. "What about
him?" I asked.

"No visible-mean- s of support. Hero
only a month. Keeps to himself pret-
ty much. Evidently German, but
speaks good English "

"Not a German name."
"Has a German accent."
"You've seen him?"
"Yes. Interviewed him. Old man

with a group of whiskers who hates
his own voice. Didn't gjt enough out
of him to do me any good, but he
looks too benevolent for murder."

"Pass him temporarily. Who next?"
"Those are the east aifd south apart-

ments, three rooms. You're next In
nineteen and twenty."

"O. K."
"Two chaps In twenty-one-tw-

Gresham and "
"Know 'em both. O. K."
"Twenty-thre-e and four, Arthur Ca-vel- l.

Here three months. Actor or
vaudevillain, out of work."

"Seen him?"
"No, but Marcus did and has him

shadowed. I'll see the reports. Ho
might be a whlte-slaver--- "

"Bosh on the white slaver! Forget
that Marcus theory, Holme. Who
next?"

"Next Is twenty-flve-sf- Duncan
Hale"

"nd his white bulldog. Know 'em
both."

"Then Jeffrey Williams and T. E.
Lewis, both attorneys In same office
in Mills building. Young men. I'll O.
K."

"Good. Go on."
"The corner suits, twenty-nin- e and

thirty. James Freel, another stranger.
Took the placo last Monday for a
month, then went away the next
moinlng. Still out of town."

"Did you go through his rooms?"
"No, nor Marcus. The office says

he'll be back tomorrow, so Marcus de- -'

elded to waif."
I laughed. "Marcus is mighty care-

ful since he got off wrong In the Cator
case," I said,- - referring to a search
without a warrant which brought
charges on the sergeant's Jiead. "Go
on, Holme."

"THo two on the north are vacant
We're clean around the circle, Gil."

'Gregr, Cavell, and Freel," I said,
checking the doubtful ones on my fin-
gers. "We'll Interview them. Come
on, Holme."

"Now? At five In the morning?"
"No- - better time. A man doesn't lie

fluently when he's just been piodded
out of sleep." a

"And what about Freel?"
"Interview Ill's room."
"Break In?" -

"Look here, Holme; you and I have
no stars to be taken off our cheatgjt
wo moke a break' I found a bunch
of keys in a tray of my trunk.1 "Here,"
said I, "Is as good a sneak-tblot'- n out-

fit as any man needs. Como on
there's no time to lose."

Holmo""rCflowlug, I mado for tho
door of 020. I wanted to get through
tho illegal work first, for our entrance
of Freol's apartment was no less than
house-breakin- Tho pollco might
overlook"' it ns clover newspaper work

I had taken similar chances but
should Freel return and find us thoro,
ho could hardly be expected to regard
It lonlontly.

I knocked nt tho door, listened, then
hammered again moro violently. As
thoro wns no sound from within, I be-

gan work with my keys, soon finding
oiio that tlncw tho holt. I reached
for the light-switc- h as I opened tho
door, flooding the room for our en-

trance.
Behind me, Holmo drew a long

breath that whls.tled, and reached for
his gun. "Quick! tho door!" I cried,
dashing across tho room to whoro tho
rear-roo- ontranco stood closed. It
was locked.

"He's here!" whispered Holme.
"We'ro In for it, Gil!"

I hammered with my fist on the
locked door. "Don't bo a fool!" I
Bnappcd .at tho reporter. "Into tho
hall and guard the rear door. Break
In If you can."

"Break in?1'
"Yes, Get in. We've got him

dead or aHve, we've got him!"
I was working with my keys, but

there was ono already in tho lock on
its other side. I ran around io whero
Holmo wns tentatively Irj .ng to open
n, locked door by turning tho knob.
"Take tho o'her," 1 ordered. "I'll
work htne," and brrwii again with the
keys.

There was no impediment in tho
lock here and I noon- - heard It, give to
my cllortr-- . A:i 1 pus-lie- open the door,
I cursed my imbecility in foiesweur-in- g

a revolver. Theie would either
be a shot and a lush lrom within, or
I must cross the room in the dark, not
knowing what wns theie, to turn on,
its lights.

I pressed ngalnst the outer wall be-

side tho entrance for a seemingly in-

terminable time after tho door was
wide. Nothing happened, there was
no slightest sound. I knew where tho
controlling button would bo, for tho
apartment was similar to my own, so
made tho dash. As my hand found it,
I placed my back against the wall,
facing the bed, and pushed tho switch.
Tho light flared up.

There was nothing in tho bed, but
In a chair beside the window, sitting
upright, only his head fallen against
his breast, was the corpse of a man.
I opened tho door to Holme. "Freel
did not leave town," I said.

On tho wall telephone I caught Mar-
cus, still at headquarters. "It Is ,"

I said, speaking fast. "Thero
is another corpse at tho St. Dunstan.
Hurry up."

"Another " gasped thesurprlsed
detective. .

"The third. Sitting straight in his
chair."

"I'm on my way," cried Marcus,
hanging up with a bang.

I closed the doors of the bedroom
and led Holme back to my apartment.
"Havo a drink," I suggested, for he
seemed to need one. "I must do a
hurry-u- p search of my rooms!"

"What's your worry?" he asked,
helping himself to the Scotch, while I
began opening drawers and shoveling
through the contents of my trunks.

"I'm looking for the incriminating
evidence," I replied, never pausing in
my work. "I want to find it before
Marcus does."

"You think the light switched out
in your bedroom "

"I think whoever came in had a rea-
son," I snapped at him. "So far I've
beaten Marcus to it. I want to con-

tinue to do so."
But I found nothing. If there had

been any evidence left by the intru-
der, it was too carefully concealed for
my hurried search. I was back in my
Morris chair when we heard the ser-
geant come up in the elevator.

Wo met him in the hall and took
him directly to Freel's room.

"How'd you come to find him?" .was
his first question, as he stood in tho
door and stared at tho corpse.

I explained, and ho grunted. I knew
I was getting on bis nerves with my
ubiquitous murder-findin- 1 doubted
it even eighteen years' acquaintance
would stand the strain.

He stepped across to the corpso and
placed a hand on Its shoulder. It was
rigid with the stiffness of rigor mor-
tis. Kneeling before it, he flashed his
night light into tho face, looking up
into it, and I followed his lead. The
pallid face was of a young man, sin-
gularly handsome. It was not Ameri-
can, not English certainly, possibly
German, more likely Austrinn or Rus-
sian. In a flash It came to me with
convincing certitude that this was he
who would have married Isabelle
Reado's murdered friend at tho Greek
church.

But to Marcus thero was no clue
there. He looked for the death wound,
found easily from Its trail of blood, u
bullet-hol- e in tho chest. Opening the
vest and shirts, he prodded with a
pencil for probe, then turned to me.

"The third time," he grunted, indi-
cating the slanting angle of the pro-
truding wood.

I nodded.
"And 'ho wasn't shot In the eleva-

tor," I remarked, a trace' of triumph in
my voice.

"He waan't shot here, either,"
growled Marcus, looking- - up at the
ceiling to be certain that no bullet
had penetrated from above.

"Where, then?" asked Holme, break-
ing in eagerly; but Marcus, made no
answer, and I had nono. "Wasn't he
killed Just as he sits, in that chair?"

"Ho was not. He was, stuck in that
chair dead," answered Marcus.

"Just ns the girl wus placed in the
elevator and the man tonight. Both
killed elsewhere, then arranged to. bo
found," t said, returning to my first
theory, which MarcuB at the time had
seemed loath to accept.

"But no sign of blood and they
bleed!" Holme shuddered. Ho had
seen death wounds before.

Marcus only shook his Head; he was
stumped,

a
Dr.Clampott and" several of tho po-

llco had arrived while Mnrcus was in-

vestigating, and tho body was taken
away, Holmo and tho sergeant follow-
ing mo to my room, whoro wo gain
bogon tho fruitless quest of conjee-tur- o

and theory; but with Marcus it
was not a loquacious tnsk.

Ho sat back grim and glum, listen-
ing and drinking Scotch, but he had
no white-slave- r or other theories to
advance. Thoro was somothlng on his
mind, and I had an-id-

ea I knew what
it was.'

I gavo him tho opportunity to get It
Qlt his chest.

"Well, boys," I remarked, yawning,
"it's up to you. In another day I'll bo
on tho bounding main, far from strife
and care."

"Think you ought to go with this
on?" querlod Marcus.

"Why not? What's It all to mo?" I
countered.

"Thoro'll bo inquests and investiga-
tions. Besides, your paper needs you."

"Forgot that last," I said dryly.
"I've no paper. Now, what have I for
an. Inquest or examination that either
you or Holmo can't give?"
Marcus hesitated. "Each one of theso

peoplo you havo found," ho said final-
ly; but it wasn't all ho wan thinking.

"Correct; found 'om and left 'cm
Just as they were," I nnsweied
promptly. "And you on the spot a
few minutes afterward to see just
how they wero found. Holmo here,
with me In this Inst case, too. Bosh,
Marcus! You wouldn't stall a' sea
voyage for that."

"I'm afraid we'll havo to ask you to
postpone it," he said finally.

"Ask and bo damned!" I cried an-
grily. "I won't postpone it not for
a minute."

"Then wo'll have to detain you. ,"

declared the sergeant, rising.
"Arrest me, you mean?"
"I didn't say that. Detain'a the

word."
"It'll bo a good deal more than a

word that '11 hold me back," I said sar-
castically: "It '11 have to be chains
and bars, and a mighty good legal
reason on top of them. Sit down,
Marcus, and let's find out just where
wo are."

Tho police sergeant had his hat and
a determination.

"I'm going back to report, Gilmore,"
ho said, "and I am telling you now
that you aro not to leave the city
without my permission."

"Sit down, you idiot!" I cried, giv-
ing him a shovo that landed him in
his chair. "Sit thero and talk sense

If you can! I'm no drooling babe to
be told what I can or can't do by an
Insensate ass! You give reasons and
I'll listen to them."

"You've given the reasons yourself,
Gilmore," said Marcus, a bit less per-
emptory. "You've reasoned it out bo
well I believe you. Three peoplo havo
been shot to death on this floor, and
in each instance you are the only per-
son awake, with keys to their rooms
and a gun that fits their bullets. It
isn't evidence enough to hang you, but
I think it '11 hold you in town.'"

"It'mlght," I acknowledged readily.
"It won't though, Marcus, for you're
not convinced yourself. It isn't

I was any Tom, Dick or Har-
ry; for the Sentinel will-as- k awkward
questions as to evidence, even if I'm
not on their staff. No, Marcus, you're
going to let me start for Ecuador," I
continued impressively. "You'ro go-

ing to escort mo to the dock and see
mo sail. For why? Because I won't
remain unless you jail me, and you
dare not. jail me."

The sergeant "was not easy In mind,
for Holmo had-nod- ded acquiescence
to my statements, so I hurried into
tho gist of my argument.

"You'll let me sail for another rea-
son, Marcus, and that is I'm safer
aboard the Wilton than I'd bo detain-
ed or even in jail. You have me pris-
oned where I can't saw bars or get
out writs of habeas corpus. If you
find you want me, ou can wireless
Captain Blake, and I'm stuck in the
brig with bracelets on; or you take
me off at San Pedro .or San Diego
when we put into those ports. When
you get your brains to workings
smoothly you'll see that you want me
on the Wilton, not In jail."

"Perhaps you're right," said Mn
cus, and my heart gavo a bound. "I'll
talk It over with the chief."

"So will I, Marcus, so be careful in
your statements. Edwards and Holme
and myself will call on the chief later
this morning, and we'll bring

arguments with us, be sure of
that. And have another Scotch, Mar-
cus, to show your heart's right, even
if you aro a detective."

He grinned, not cheerfully, but ho
drank my Scotch.

(To bo Continued.)

One Girl Refutes Tips.
Seattle, Wash. May Stehle, in

charge of the cloakroom at the Hotel
Washington here, is untlppable.

It she would take tips shecould
make ? 2500 a year in addition to her
salary. "But," she says, "I would lo.se
my

The hotel management could, if it
desired, Ore Miss Stehle and save her
salary, and, to boot, sell the cloak-
room "privileges" for ?150 a month,

But the mero fact that it has an
employe who actually spurns tips has
proved such an advertisement illrot
the hotel can't afford to lei MIkk
fjlehle' go if it wanted to- - which it

"iioesn't.
Tho traveling public cannot helleyu

its ears when it heais MJim.Stehle s

tips. 'Thank you," aim nays,
with a gracous smllo, "but I, do not
taito tips.'"

Whensomp wen, fall to nink
ihoy try to fix the refcponslbUU)- or,
tho hammer.
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